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FOREWORD 


The General Election result of 1987 was a major blow to the Trade Union 
Movement and the sections of the Society which we represent. Much discussion 
has taken place since the General Election on the way forward for the Labour 
Movement and the Scottish Hotel Fringe Meeting at this year's Annual 
Conference will concentrate on this subject. 


Despite their large Commons majority the Government are in serious difficulty 
on several fronts. Public opinion is heavily against their social philosophy, 
in particular their attitude towards the National Health Service and their 
reforms of the Social Security System. 


As we go to print, the indications are that the Government could be in for 
a difficult time in the House of Lords over their proposals on the Poll 
Tax after sustaining a major backbench Conversative Party rebellion in the 
Commons. In Scotland the campaign against the Poll Tax has been going on 
for some time and opinion polls are suggesting that around 50% of the people 
in Scotland would be prepared to participate in a campaign of non payment. 
The campaign has various stages to go through but clearly there are many 
indications that the Labour movement can fight back against some of the 
major pieces of legislation which the Government hopes to pursue during 
this Parliament. 


The role which Trade Unions can play in the fight back against the 


Government's proposals was clearly demonstrated by the Health Service workers 
who, apart from defending their own conditions of service and wages, have 
managed to gain widespread public support for the defence of the NHS itself. 
The action of the Health Service workers is to be congratulated by all Trade 
Unionists because the only way we can prevent the NHS becoming a two tiered 
system, in its fortieth anniversary year, is by a determined fight back 
by the whole movement and not just the Health workers themselves. 


The victory by the Ford workers after several weeks on strike, is an 
indication that there is a new feeling of militancy within the Trade Union 
movement and this was reflected in other vehicle manufacturers and engineering 
plants. This is not therefore a time for defeatism or divisions within 
the movement. On the contrary, we should be focussing on our strengths 
instead of concentrating on our weaknesses! 


We salute the historic signing of the peace agreement between the USSR and 
the USA, although recognising that there is still a long, long way to go 
before we can see the elimination of all nuclear weapons. Despite the 
dangerous game played by Reagan in Central America, and in particular his 
support for the Contras, the Nicaraguan Government have concluded an agreement 
ending their civil war. Events in the West Bank and Gaza horrify people 
throughout the world and it is important that the NUCPS adopts a firm policy 
at this Conference condemning the treatment of the Palestinians and joins 
the fight to establish a homeland for the Palestinian people. In South 
Africa the brutality against the blacks by the white minority regime continues 
and our efforts must be stepped up to bring pressure on the British Goverment 
to impose sanctions against the racist regime. 


Scottish delegates wish everyone a fruitful Conference. We look forward 


to seeing you at the Fringe Meeting on Wednesday llth May and hope you enjoy 
the Social evening at the Stretton Hotel afterwards. | 


#@e¢eeoeeee 


THE INTERNATIONALE 
(Eugene Pottler) 


Arise! Ye starvelings from your slumber 
Arise! Ye criminals of want 

For reason In revolt now thunders 

And at last ends the age of cant 

Away with foul superstitions 

Servile masses arise! arise! | 

We'l! change forthwith the old conditions 
And spurn the dust to win the prize 


Then, comrades, come rally, and the last fight let us face 
The Internationale unites the human race 
Then, comrades, come rally, and the Jast fight let us face 
The Internationale unites the human race 


We peasants, artisans and others 

Enrolled among the sons of toll 

Shall claim the earth henceforth for brothers 
Drive the Indolent from the soll 

Ere the thieves will out with thelr booty 

And to all give a happier lot 

Each at this forge aust do his duty 

And strike the Iron while It's hot = 


Then, comrades, come rally, and the fast fight let us face 
The Internationale unites the human race 
Then, comrades, come rally, and the last fight let us face 
The Internationale unites the human race 


No saviour from on high dellver 

No trust have we In prince or peer 

But In our strong arm to deliver 

And free the earth from greed and fear 
For too long our flesh has fed the raven 
Too long we've been the vulture's prey | 
But now farewell to spirit craven 

The dawn brings In a brighter day 


For [t Is the final conflict: let each comrade take his place 
The Internationale shal! be the human race 

So, comrades, come rally, and the last fight fet us face 

The Internationale unites the human rece 


i words to the Internationale were written by a Frenchman 
during the Parls Commune In the 19th century. Itallan and 
even tnese versions are said to exist also (my Cantonese Is 
such that I'm In no position to dispute the fact). People 
have complained about the various versions which have 
appeared in eariler editions of the songbook. Hope this 
revised one setties the matter for good. 
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BLACKLES MINER 


it's every evening after dark 

When the blackieg alner creeps to work 

with his moleskin pants and Nis dirty shirt 
There goes the blackieg alner 


So Jotn the Union while you may 
Don't walt until! your dy!ng day 
For that may not be far away 
You dirty blackleg alner 


He takes his pick and down he goes 
To hew the coal that Iles below 
There's not a woman In this town row 
Will go with a blackleg alner 


So join the Union while you may 
Don't walt unti! your dying day 
For that may not be far away 
You dirty blackleg alner 


Oh, Delave! Is a terrible place 

They rub wet clay In a blackleg's face 
And round the pits they run a foot race 
To catch the blacklieg alner 


So Join the Union while you may 
Don't wait until your dying day 
For that may not be far away . 
You dirty blackleg ainer © 


Oh, Gon't go near the Seghil! mine 
Across the way they string a IIne 

To catch the throat and break the apie 
Of a dirty blackleg miner 


So join the Union white you may ~ 
Don't walt until your dyIng day 
For that may not be far away 

You dirty blackleg alner 


They grab his tools and duds as well 
And hoy them down the. pits of hel! 
it*s down you go and fare you wel! 
You dirty blackleg alner 


So Join the Union while you may 
Don't walt unti! your dying day 
For that may not be far away 
You dirty blackieg alner 


So Join the Union while you may 
Don't walt until! your dying day 
For that may not be far away 
You dirty blackleg aliner 


This song, from the Durham coalflelds 
concerned with the struggle fo estab Mish 
the mining Unions towards the end of the 
fest century. A long and happy retirenent 
to Michael ‘Gahey - he's earned If. 


JSARAKA VALLEY 
(Alex Mee! d) 


There's e@ vailey In Spain celled Jereae 
It's a place thet we all know 80 wel! 

it was there where we geve up our senhood 
Where 80 many of our brave coarades fel | 


Now we're proud of the British Battalion 
And the fight for Madrid thet It aede 
Where we fought IIke true sons of the sol! 
As pert of the Fifteenth Brigade 


There's a valley In Spain celled Jereme 
it's a place that we all know so well 

It wes there where we gave up our senhood 
Where so many of our brave comrades fel! 


Along with the Lincoln Battal lon 

In the fight for the freedom of Spain 
Where we swore In the valley of Jereme 
That the fascists would never remaln 


There's a valley In Spain called Jarama 
It's a place that we ali know so wel! 

it was there where we geve up our manhood 
Where so many of our brave comrades fel | 


Now we're leaving this valley of sorrow 
its sad memories we never will forget 
But before we continue our reunlon 

Let us stand to our gliorlous dead 


There's a valley In Spain called Jarama 
it's a place that we all know so well! 

it was there where we gave up our sganhood 
Where so many of our brave comrades fel! 


There was Protestant, Catholic and Athelst 
Non-conformist, Mohammedan and Jew 

There were Welsh, English, irish and Scottish 
Anti-fascists the whole fucking crew 


There's a valley In Spain called Jarama 
It's a place that we al! know so well 

If was there where we gave up our manhood 
Where so many of our brave comrades fel! 


re er ee RANA 


OY Scotsman Alex 
of many pag lone who Shea fi outlet poopis 
freedom of Spain Beenue Fone 


Jarama Valiley was ar lt ten 
id In commenorat 
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AVANT! POPOLO? 
(Traditional) 


Avant! popolo a la rescosse 
Bandliere rosse, bendiere rossea 
Avant! popolo a fa rescossa 
Bandlera rosse ia trionfera 


Bandltera rossa fa trionfera 
Bandiera rossa ja trionfera 
Bandliera rossa ia trionfera 
Y vive la Soclaliste, ta bella !iberta! 


The peoples on the march, the road they're treading 
it leads to freedom, It leads to freedom 

The peoples on the march, the road they're treading 
it leads to freedom and IIberty 


Bandiera rosse la trionfera 
Bandlera rossa lta trionfera 
Bandlera rossa fa trionfera 
Y viva ta Soclaliste, ja bella Ilberta! 


From farm and factory, from school and college 
With force of suffering and source of knowledge 
Our leaders leading, our banners waving 
Victory proceeding toward | iberty 


We'll wave scarlet banners triumphantly 
Wet!! wave scarlet banners triumphantly 
We'll! wave scarlet banners triumphantly: 
Y viva ta Soclalliste, Ja bella lfberta! | 


The peoples on the march, the road they're treading 
It leads to freedom, it leads to freedom. 

The peoples on the march, the road they're. treading 
it leads to freedom and IIberty 


Bandiera rossa la. trionfera 

Bandiere rossa ia trionfera © 

Bandlera rossa ta trionfera = — 

Y viva la Soclailste, Ja belta Iiberta! 


This 20419 “the anthem. of the Italtan socialist 
parties (of which paar ch are a few main 
difference between rult gum and pny 
Parilament Is anes “the fruit gum usually lasts 
vonyer i This png | is also, together with "s Jarams 

ley’, the “offic al anthem.of the Scott Ish Hotel. 
Let's heer It, comredes!. _ | 


TWE RED FLAS 
(words: Jemes Conne!!) 


The people's fieg Is derkest red 

it's shrouded off our mertyred deed 

And ere thelr Ifmbs grew stiff and cold 
Thelr heart's blood dyed Its every fold 


Then realise the scarlet stenderd high 
Within Its shede ve'l! Ilve or die 
Though cowards filnch and traitors sneer 
We'll keep the red flag flying here 


It waved ebout our Infant alght 
When al! ahead seemed dark as night 
It witnessed many deed and vow 

We must not change Its colour now 


Then ralse the scarlet standard high 
Within Its shade we'll! Ilve or die 
Though cowards flinch and traltors sneer 
We'll keep the red flag flying here 


it well recalis the triumphs past 
It gives the hope of peace at last 
The banner bright, the symbol! plain 
Of human right and human gain 


Then ralse the scarlet standard high 
Within Its shade we'!! lilve or die 
Though cowards flinch and traitors sneer 
We'll keep the red flag flying here 


it sults today the weak and base 

Whose minds are fixed on self and place 
To cringe before the rich man's frown 
And haul the sacred emblem down 


Then ralse the scarlet standard high 
Within Its shade we'l! Ifve or die 
Though cowards flinch and traltors sneer 
We'll keep the red flag flying here 


With heads uncovered, swear we al! 
To bear It onward till we fall 
Come dungeon dark or gallows grim 
This song shal! be our parting hymn 


Then ralse the scariet standard high 
Within its shade we'l! I!lve or die 
Though cowards flinch and traltors sneer 
We'll keep the red flag flying here 


°e.0r palest pink, depending on magne 
one stands, | suppose. Is is gen Ss ly 
recognised to the British $ 

anthem, Words by Jim Connell, ry Is a 
traditional German caro! *Tannenbaua'. 
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HARD TIMES OF OLD CNCLND 
(Roy Balley) 


Come all working people who trevel slong 

And pray come end tell me where the work hes al! gone 
Long time | have treveiled, end never found none 

And It's, oh, the herd times of old England 

In old England, very herd times 


Provisions you buy from ea shop, It Is true 

But if you've got no money, there's none there for you 
So whet are poor folk end thelr fantifes to do 

And It's, oh, the hard times of ofd England 

In old England, very hard times 


You go to a shop and you ask for a Job 

They answer you there with a shake and a nod 
Tis enough to make poor folk to turn out and rob 
And It's, oh, the hard times of old England 


tn old England, very hard times 


You see working people a-walking the street 
From morning till nlght for employment to seek 
And scarcely they have any shoes to thelr feet 
And It's, oh, the hard times of old England 

In old England, very hard times 


Soldiers and sallors have Just come from war 

Been fighting for freedom, for country~—shore 

Come home to be starved, far better have stayed where they were 
And It's, oh, the hard times of old England 

In old England, very hard times 


So come ali working people, and stand to your ground 
if we all Join together, we can turn [t around 
Freedom Is turning the world upside down 

Stng, oh, the good times of old England 

in old England, very good times 


So come all working people, and stand to your ground 
If we all Jolin together, we can turn It around 
Freedom Is turning the world upside down 

Sing, oh, the good times of old England 

In old England, very good times 


Another new son BY Roy Bailey. Ever responsive to public 
nd, we searched hard for good English songs to put In this 
year's book. Among al! the nasal, ust EP) lg dirges about 
servant girls and randy soldiers about to piss off to fight 
Napoleon which yoon to comprise about 99% of all folk music 
these days, we found this gem (How many folk singers does It 
take to change a Iight bulb? Five - one to change It, and the 
other four to sing about how auch better the old one was.) 


VICTOR JARA 
(Mitchel | /Guthrie) 


Victor Jara of Chile 

Me lived like @ shooting star 

He fought for the people of Chile 

With his songe and his guitar 

His hands were gentie, his hands were strong 


Victor Jara was e peasant 

He worked from eae few years old 

He set upon his father's plough 

And he watched the earth unfold 

His hands were gentile, his hands were strong 


When the nelghbours had a wedding 

Or one of thelr children dled 

His mother sang al! night for them 

With Victor by her side 

His hands were gentle, his hands were strong 


He grew to be a fighter 

Against the people's wrongs 

He Iistened to thelr grief and Joy 

and he turned them Into songs 

His hands were gentie, his hands were strong 


He sang about the copper alners 

And those who worked the land 

He sang for the factory workers 

They knew he was their man 

His hands were gentile, his hands were strong 


He campalgned for Allende 

Working night and day 

He sang, "Take hold of your brother's hand 
The future begins today® 

His hands were gentie, his hands were strong 


The bloody generals selzed Chile 

They arrested Victor then 

They caged him In a stadium 

With five thousand frightened men 

His hands were gentile, his hands were strong 


Victor stood In that stadium 

His volce was brave and strong 

He sang for his fellow prisoners 

THI] the guards cut short his song 

His hands were gentile, his hands were strong 


They broke the bones In both his hands 

They beat his lovely head 

They tore him with electric shocks 

After two Song days of torture, they shot him dead 
HIs hands were gentile, his hands were strong 


Now the generals rule Chile 

And the British have their thanks 
For they rule with Hawker Hunters 
And they rule with Chieftain tanks 


_ His hands were gentile, his hands were strong 


Victor Jara of Chile 

He IIved iike a shooting star 

He fought for the people of Chile 

With his songs and his guiter 

His hands were gentie, his hands were strong 


Damn the CIA and thelr thugs. Vive Chile Libre! 


we 


PART GF THE WiON 
(Hudaon/Ford) 


Now !'m @ union agen 
Amazed ef whet | em 

| say whet | think 

Thet the company stinks 
Yes i'e @ union men 


When we meet in the loce!l hel! 
I'tl be voting with them el! 

With e hell of s shout 

it's "Out, brothers, ouf!® 

And the rise of the factory's fal! 


Oh, you don't get me, {i'm part of the union 
You don't get me, i'm part of the union 

You don't get me, I'm part of the unlon 
Til! the day | dle 

TIT) the day | die 


As a unton men I'm wise 

To the Iles of the company spies 

And | don't get fooled 

By the factory rules 

'Cos | always read between the lines 


And | always get my way 

If | strike for higher pay 
When | show my card 

To the Scotland Yard 

And this fs what | say _ 
Oh, you don't get me, I'm part of the unlon 
You don't get me, I'm part of the unlon 

You don't get me, i'm part of the unlon 
Till the day ! dle 

Till the day | dle 


Before the unlon did appear 

My life was half as clear 

Now I've got the power 

To the working hour 

And every other day of the year 


So though |'m a working man 

i can ruin the Government's plan 
i'm not too hard 

But the sight of my card 

Makes me some kind of Superman 


Oh, you don't get me, I'm part of the unlon 
You don't get me, I'm part of the union 

You don't get me, I'm part of the unlon 
Tit! the day | dle 

Tit! the day 1 die 


This one started life as a ‘Wobbiles!' (ww 
or International Workers of the World) song 
called ‘The Union Mald), and Is generally 
attributed to the late Yoody Guthrie. The 
Strawbs, who recorded It In the 70s, 
onanged the sexual orlentation and the 
olitics a bit. Anti-unlon? Quite possibly. 
uf then the best way to beat the devil Is 
to steal his songs, 


SCOTTION MOTE! SONGDCOR Iy00 


A WANTS A AR 
(Robert Burns) 


le there for honest poverty 
Thet hangs hie head, en' af thet 
The cowerd slave, ve pess him by 
We deur be poor for ea! thet 

For a that end ea! that 

Our tolls obscure and a! thet 
The renk Is but the guinea stenp 
The man's the gowd for a! thet 


What though on hamely fere we dine 

Weer hodden grey an’ ea! that 

Gle fools thelr silks and knaves their wine 
A man's a man for a! thet 

For ea that and a! that 

ThelIr tinsel show and e! that 

The honest man, though efer sae poor 

Is king of men for a! that 


Ye see yon birkle cated a lord 
Whet struts and stares, an’ at that 
Though hundreds worship at his word 
He's but a culf for ea that 

For at that and a! that 

His riband, star and a!’ that 

The man o! Independent mind 

He looks and laughs at a! that 


A prince can mak! a belted knight 

A marquis, duke and at that 

‘But an honest man's aboon his might — 
Guid faith, he maun appa! that 

For a that and a! that 

Their dignities an' a! that 

The pith of sense and pride o! worth 
Are higher rank than a! that 


Then let us pray that come It may 

(As come {It will for a' that) 

That sense and worth o'er a' the earth 
Shall! bear the gree and a’ that 

For a' that and a! that 

it's comin! yet for a' that 


- That man to man the warld o'er 


Shall brithers be for a' that 


Robert Burns was born the son of a farm 
fabourer on 25 January 1759, He died In 
poverty ie 1796, waste by Titness and the 

Ight to acer fhe baillffs from his door. 
But during his brief 37-year Ife he wrote 
and collected some of the finest Scots 
poerry and songs ever. This Is his best- 


nown and  arguab!] his best son = 
something of a Sic Pa lt st anthem. - 


THREE NIGHTS AMD A SUBDAY DOUBLE TIME 
(Matt McGinn) 


Three nights end a Sunday double time 
Three nights end e Sunday double time 
1 work afl day and ! work al! night 

Tae hell wit you, Jack, I'm all right 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 


There's a fella doon the road who | avold 
He's wan man In three allilon - unemployed 
He says It's all because of me 

He's got no Job and I've got three... 


Three nights and a Sunday double time 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 
1 work al! day and 1! work al! night 

Tae hell wit you, Jack, I'm all right 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 


The wife she came to work the other day 
says she, "We've got a wee one on the way" 
Says 1, "No wonder you can laugh 

I"ve no been hame for a year and a half*®... 


Three nights and a Sunday double time 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 
| work all day and | work all night 

Tae hel! wit you, Jack, I'm all right 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 


| never miss the pub on a Friday night 

And there you'l! always find me, gay and bright 
You'!| see me down at the Old Bay Horse 

i'm a weekend walter there, of course... 


Three nights and a Sunday double time 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 
1 work all day and | work al! night 

Tae hell wi' you, Jack, I'm al! right 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 


There's some will head for heaven when they die 
Tae find a Duniopiiio In the sky 

But I*!! be golng to the other place 

For an Idle life 1 couldny face... 


Three nights and a Sunday double time 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 
! work all day and | work all night 

Tae hell wi* you, Jack, I'm all right 
Three nights and a Sunday double time 


A Matt McGinn song about the selfishness of 
working overtime and moonligqhtin it was onl 
one milifon unemployed then!). Glasgow District 
Libraries, who publish ‘The Patter: a guide to 
current Glasgow usage 's have recently brought 
out a blography of tt McGinn which Includes 
many of his songs. 


WO MAN'S LAD 
(Erle Bogie) 


Well, how do you do, Private Wililem McBride 

Do you alnd if | sit here down by your graveside 
To rest for e while In the verm summer sun 

I've been welking all dey end I'm nearly done 


| can see by your gravestone you vere only nineteen 
When you Jolned the glorious fellen In 1916 

Well, | hope you dled quick and | hope you died clean 
Or Willle McBride, was If slow end obscene? 


Olid they beet the drums slowly, did they play the fifes lowly 
Did the rifles fire o'er you es they lovered you down 

Did the bugles sound the lest post and chorus 

Did the pipes play the Flowers of the Forest? 


Well, did you leave a wife or a sweetheart behind 
In some falthful heart did your memories entwine 
And although you dled back there In 1916 

in some falthful heart are you forever nineteen 


Or are you a picture without even a name 

Enshrined forever behind a glass pane 

In an old photograph, torn and tattered and stalned 
And fading to yellow In a brown leather frame? 


Did they beat the drums slowly, did they play the fifes lowly 
Did the rifles fire o'er you as they lowered you down 

Did the bugles sound the last post and chorus 

Did the pipes play the Flowers o! the Forest? 


The sun still shines bright o'er the green flelds of france 
The warm wind blows gently and the red popples dance 

The trenches have vanished now under the Plough 

No gas, no barbed wire, no guns firing now 


But here In the graveyard, It's stil! no man's fand 
The countless white crosses In aute witness stand 

To man's blind Indifference to his fellow man 

And a whole generation that were butchered and damned 


Did they beat the drums slowly, did they play the fifes lowly 
Did the rifles fire ofer you as they lowered you down 

Did the bugles sound the last post and chorus 

Did the pipes play the Flowers o! the Forest? 


And | can't help but wonder now, Willle McBride 

Did all those who Ile here know Just why they dled 
Did you really belleve when they told you the cause 
Did you really belleve that this war would end wars? 


For the suffering, the sorrow, the glory, the pain 
The ki fling, the dying, It was all done In vain 
For, Willle McBride, It all happened again 

And again and agaln and again and again 


Did they beat the drums slowly, did they play the fifes lowly 
Did the rifles fire o'er you as they lowered you down 

Did the bugles sound the last post and chorus 

Did the pipes play the Flowers o! the Forest? 


Eric Bogle, an expatriate Scot who now spends much of his 
time In Australia, wrote this powerful and evocative war 
song. But it still happens again and agaln and again, 


McALPINE’S FUSILIERS 
(Domlinic Behan) 


As down the glen rode McAipine'’s men 

With thelr shovels slung behind them 

Twes In the pub thet they drank thelr sub 
And up In the spike you'll find them 

They sweated blood and they washed down aud 
With pints and quarts of beer 

And now we are on the road again 
McAipine's Fuslifers 


i've stripped to the skin with the darkle Finn 
Down on the Isle of Grain 

With Horseface O'Toole, |! knew the rule 

No bonus If you stopped for rain 

While McAlpine's god was a well-filled hod 
With your shoulders cut to bits and seared 
And woe to he went to look for tea 

With McAlIpine's Fustilers 


! mind the day when the bear O'Shea 

Fell into a concrete stalfr 

What Horseface sald when he saw him dead 
Wasn't what the rich cal! prayers 

®i'm a navvy short® was the one retort 
That reached unto my ears 

When the going Is rough, you must be tough 
With McAlpine's Fusiliers 


i've worked tlil sweat has had me beat 

With Russian, Czech and Pole 

On the shuttering Jambs upon the hydro dams 
Or down below the Thames In a hole 

t've grafted hard and I've got my cards 

And many a ganger's fist across my ears 

if you value your life, don't join, by Christ 
With McAlIpine's Fusiliers 


"It was In the year of '39 
The sky was full of lead 
Hitler was heading for Poland 
And Paddy for Holyhead 


So come ali you pitchers 
And a long-distance men 
Don’ ever sign up with McAlpine 
Wimpey or John Laing 


For they'!! stand you beside a mixer 
TIIT your skin has turned to tan 
Then it's "Good luck on you, Paddy® 
With your boat fare In your hand 


Oh, the crack was In Crick! ewood 
And they wouldn't leave the Crown 
With biddles crying and glasses flying 
Sure, Paddy had gone to Town 


Oh, mother desr, I'm over here 

| never will come back 

What keeps se Is the reek of beer 
The women and the crack..." 


FIELDS OF ATWEMRY 
(Pete $t John) 


By e lonely prison wel! 

1 heerd e young gir! calling 

"Micheel, they heve feken you away 

For you stole Trevelyen's corn 

So the young alght see the morn 

Now a prison ship ifes welting In the baey® 


Low Ile the fleids of Athenry 

Where once we watched the smal! free birds fly 
Our love was on the wing 

We hed dreems end songs to sing 

it*s so lonely round the flelds of Athenry 


By a lonely prison wall 

| heard a young man calling 

"Nothing matters, Mary, when You're free 
Against the famine and the Crown 

| rebelled, they cuf me down | 

Now you aust ralse our child with dignity® 


Low Ile the flelds of Athenry 

Where once we watched the smal! free birds fly 
Our love was on the wing 

We had dreams and songs to sing 

it's so lonely round the flelds of Athenry 


By a lonely harbour wal! 

She watched the last star falling 

As the prison ship salled out against the sky 
For she'li Iiflve and hope and pray 

For her love in Botany Bay 

it's so lonely round the fleltds of Athenry 


Low Ile the flelds of Athenry 

Where once we watched the small free birds fly 
Our love was on the wing 

We had dreams and songs to sing 

It's so lonely round the flelds of Athenry 


When some of us were over In Dublin earlier 
this year, we seemed to hear this tun n 
ust about every pub (there are a lot of pubs 
n Dublin). It's a lovely little song about 
the famine and i 
Ireland's ruling elite. It really needs no 
further explanation, so Join In the chorus and 
keep the Kleenex handy. 


TWE JOM MecLEAN MARCH 
(Healeh Menderson) 


Hey, Mec, did ye see him as he cam! doon by Gorgie 
Ava!’ ower the Lemmeriaw or north of the Tey? 

Yon gaan Is coaln’ end the hell! toon Is turnin’ oof 
We're a! shair hetll win back tee Glasgow the dey 


The Joiners and hauders-cen ere marchin' free Clydebank 

Come on noo and heer him, he'l! be ower thrang tee bide 

Turn cot, Jock end Jimmy, leave yer crans and yer auckie gentries 
Greet John MecLeen's comin!’ back fae the Clyde 


Argyl! Street and London Roed's the route thet ve're merchin! 
The lads free the Broomlelaw ere here - tae « man 

HI, Nell, whaur's yer haudurums, ye big Hellan’ teuchter 

Get your plpes, sete, and march at the held o' the clan 


Hullo, Pat Maloney, sure | knew ye'd be here so ? 
The red and the green, lad, we'll wear side by side 
Gorbals Is his the day, and Glasgow belongs tae him 
Noo great John Maclean's comin! hame tse the Clyde 


Forward tae Glasgow Green we'!! march In good order 

Wull grips his banner weel - that boy Isny blate 

Aye there, man, that's Johnny noo - that's him there, the bonny fechter 
Lenin's his flere, fad, and Lelbknecht!s his mate 


Tak! tent when he's speakin' for they'I! mind whit he sald here 
In Glasgow, oor city, and the hall! world beside 

Oh aye lad, the scariet's bonnie —- here's tae ye Hefilan' Shonny 
Great John MacLean has come hame tae the Clyde 


Ah weel, when It's finished I'm awa’ back tae Springburn 

Come hame tae yer tea, John, we'l! soon hee ye fed 

It's hard work, the speakin' - och, I'm shair he'll be tired the night 
I'11 sleep on the flair, Mac, and gle John the bed 


The haill city's qulet noo, It kens that he's restin' 

At hame wi't his Glasgow freens, thelr fame and thelr pride 
The red will be worn, my lads, and Scotiand wil! march again 
Noo great John MacLean has come hame tae the Clyde 


ecient A IR ET TTT ET TT 


It Is fashionable nowadays among some so-called political historians to 
scoff at the achievements of the 'red Clydesiders', of whom MacLean is, 
with jimmy Maxton and Harry McShane (who died a few weeks ago), 


els. e best remembered. 


wholesale rejection by the 


But the 
cottish people on 11 June 1987 of Thatcher's greed-motl vated a 


revolution perhaps Gomonsr ee? 
MacLean's memorial cairn at his 
'Famous 


DIRTY OLD TOW 
(Ewan McColl!) 


1 met ay love by the gasworks wall 
Dreamed a dream by the old canal 

| kissed my girl by the factory wall 
Dirty old town, dirty old town 


Clouds are drifting across fhe moon 
Cats are prowling on their beet 

Springs a gir! from the streets at night 
Dirty old town, dirty old town 


| heard a siren from the docks 
Saw a train set the night on fire 
Smelt the spring on a smoky wind 
Dirty old town, dirty old town 


plencer of working-class ed 
In the golden chain of World Social 


that thelr Ideas IIve on after a 
Pollokshaws birthplace reads simply 
cation: he forged the Scottish !tin 


i'm gonna make me a big sharp axe 


Shining steel, tempered In the fire 


1°11 chop you down I[ke en old dead tree 
Dirty old town, dirty old town 


| met my love by the gasworks wal! 
Dreamed a dream by the old cana! 

| kissed ay gir! by the factory wall 
Dirty old town, dirty old town 


Dirty old town, dirty old town 


nae 


Ewan McColl and Peasy Seeger have been welt ing 
songs and doIng benefits for various soclalls 
causes for near on 50 years. This Is one of 
Ewan's best songs, recently dug out the attic 
to good effect by the Pogues. 


DUTCH FREE STATE 


-We don't? grow potetoes In the Free Stete 


We don't grow fometoes or green pees 
We only grow meelifes In our beck yerds 
And watch the bleckles pick them ef our esse 


And |'m proud to be a Dutchmen from the Free Stete 
That's where they rol! the pavements up et night 
We ere now right Into aodern Iiving 

Some white folks even have electric Iight 


We're right Into religion In the Free State 
With God on our side we know we're right 
You ere welcome to worship In our churches 
So long as you are Dutch and you are white 


And !'m proud to be @ Dutchman from the Free State 
That's where they roll the pavements up at nalght 
We are now right Into modern living 

Some white folks even have electric IIght 


We don't Ifke tall people In the Free State 
We don't IIike you If you're very smal! 

We don't like you If you don't play rugby 
In fact we don't [lke most anyone at all 


And |*m proud to be a Dutchman from the Free State 
That's where they roll the pavements up at nalght 
We are now right Into modern IIiving 

Some white folks even have electric !ight 


Well, they say we're cruel to blacklies In the Free 
State 

But that's because It's all for thelr own sake 

We let them drive on the roads that we use 

But God help them {f they try to overtake 


And I'm proud to be a Dutchman from the Free State 
That's where they roll the pavements up at nalght 
We are now right Into modern IIving 

Some white folks even have ae ie light 


Yes, I'm proud to be a Dutchman from the Free State 
That's where they roll the pavements up at night 

We are now right Into modern IIving 

Some white folks even have electric light 


Since the last edition of this songbook, there has 
been an unprecedented crackdown on The opponents of 
Apartheld within South Africa. mr is a 
humorous look at the legendary bi gotry” Sof the 
Afrikaaners - qough it's hard to find auch to laugh 
at In Eugene Terreblanche and his para-Naz! pals. 


AFRICAN 
NATIONAL 
CONGRESS 


POWER 
TO THE PEOPLE! 


BIG CIGARS 
(Ewen McColl) 


There's a little sun-drenched Isliend In the Cerlibbean see 
it used to be Iike paradise, ef! fun and galety 

You could teke e@ plane froa Floride, oo ninety alles ewey 
And Ilve there Iike en emperor for fifty bucks @ dey 

Mappy days, ef en end 

Uncle Sem, the poor old sod, aln't got ea friend 


The Government fook orders from the loca! CIA 

And alweys served the Interests of the good old USA 

The natives they el! knew thelr place, and did whet they vere fold 
Hotels were elr-conditioned and the beer was elweys cold 

Happy deys, ef an end 

Uncie Sam, the poor old sod, ain't got a friend 


One day In nineteen fifty-six, the year was almost run 
Ten thousand US citizens lay browning In the sun 

When eae certain hairy Cuban, regardiess of the risk 
Lit a blg clgar and burnt those US arses to a crisp 
Happy days, at an end 

Uncie Sam, the poor old sod, ain't got a friend 


Well, the gangsters and the bankers, al! the con-men and the crimps 
The corporation lawyers, al! the bully-boys and plaps 

Shouting "Freedom" and "Democracy" and other thrilling cries 

Flew back to God's own country IIke ten thousand blue-arsed files 
Happy days, at an end 

Uncie Sam, the poor old sod, aln't got a friend 


One by one Batista's outposts were attacked and overrun 

By a band of companeros fed by him they cal! the Man 

He fit a blg Havana as they rested at the halt 

Then through Oriente province went, Just IIke a dose of salts 
Happy days, at an end 

Uncle Sam, the poor old sod, aln't got a friend 


Fidel puffed a king-sized Huppman and Las Villas province fel! 
He lit a Monte Cristo and Batista ran IIike hel! 

Then he Iit a Simon Bollvar and overran the south 

And big daddy In the White House started foaming at the mouth 
Happy days, at an end | 

Uncle Sam, the poor old sod, aln't got a friend 


When he lights a La Ranagos, Guatemalan workers rise 
When he puffs a Castenado, Venezuelans organise 

And Colombian guerrillas In thelr jungle bivouacs 
Use the glow of his Corona as the signal to attack 
Happy days, at an end 

Uncle Sam, the poor old sod, ain't got a friend 


Now that little sun-drenched [sland's full of folks who smoke clgars 
You can sme/i the fine aroma in Peru and Panama 

And when alners In Bollvia rise up to claim thelr rights 

You can bet your life that Fidel's big Havana's burning bright 

Happy days, at an end 

Uncie Sam, the poor old sod, ain't got a friend 


It Is now more than 30 years since Fidel threw Batista and his 
mobsters out of Cuba. Despite the best efforts of the CIA, his blg 
Havana Is still burning bright. 


SOE WILL 
(Rod Inson/Meyes ) 


| dreemed | sew Joe HII! last alght 
Allve ee you end me 

Seld 1, but Joe you're ten yeers dead 
! never died, sald he 

| never died, sald he 


Them copper bosses shot you, Joe 
They flilled you full of lead 
Tekes more then guns fo kil! e man 
Seld Joe, and | ain't deed 

Seld Joe, and | ain't dead 


Then standing there es big as Iife 
And salitng with Als eyes 

Sald Joe, what they forgot to kill 
Goes on to organise 

Goes on to organise 


From Santiago up to Malne 

In every mine and alll 

Where working men defend their rights 
it*s there you'll find Joe HII! 

it's there you'l! find Joe HII! 


| dreamed | saw Joe HI!! last night 
Allve as you and me 

Safd 1, but Joe you're ten years dead 
! never died, sald he 

! never died, sald he 


Joe Hill was framed and executed In 
1915 because of his activities as an 
American labour organiser were 
becoming Increasingly troublesome to 
his bosses. The words he spoke to his 
comrades on the eve of his execution 
are among the best-known In the 
history of oda struggle - 
‘Don't mourn —- Organise!* 


BLOOD UPON THE GRASS 
(Adam McNaughton) 


TME FREEDOM COME ALL YE 
(Healsh Henderson) 


Roch the wind In the cleer day's dewnin' 
Blews the clouds hellster gowdy ow'r the bey 
But there's malt nor e roch wind blaewin' 
Through the greet gien of the werid the dey 


Its @ thocht that wil! ger oor rottens 

A’ they rogues thet gan gellus, fresh and gey 
Teke the roed en! seek Ither loanins 

For thelr Ii! ploys tee sport and pley 


Nee melir will wir bonnie callents 

March tae war when oor braggarts crousely crav 
Nor wee weans frae pitheld end clachan 

Mourn the ships sallin® doon the Brooale!l aw 


Broken falm'iles In land we've herrlet 

WIIl curse Scotland the Brave nae malir, nae mair 
Black and white ain till ither mairrliet 

Mak’ the vile berracks o! thelr malsters bare 


So come all ye at hame wil!’ freedom 

Never heed whit the hoodies croak for dooms 
In yer hoose a the bairns o' Adam 

Can find brelid, bartey bree and painted room 


When MacLean meets wi' his freens In Springburn 
A’ the roses and geans will turn tae bloom 

And the black boy frae yont Nyanga 

Dings the fell gallows o’ the burghers doon 


Many people think this song should be Scotland's 
nattona! anthem: a bold celebration of pacifism, 
Soclatism and iInternationallsm, all set to a 
cracking good tune. This is the perfect antidote 
when you feel an attack of ‘Flower of Scotland! 
coming on. (Note for non-Scots - Chambers Ltd 
publish an excellent Scots! dictionary.) 


On September eleventh, In nineteen seventy three 

Many people died in a vile machine-gun spree 

When as Santiago sportsground became a place to kill 

But now the Scottish football! teams have gone there with thelr skll! 
But there's blood upon the grass...there's blood upon the grass... 


Did you go there Archie Gemmil!, did you play there, Tam Forsyth 
Where so many folk met early the grim reaper with his scythe? 
Those people weren't terror!ists, not even party hacks 

Maybe some of them were goalkeepers, maybe some were centre backs 
Now thelr blood's upon the grass...their blood's upon the grass... 


Victor Jara played guitar there, when they took him to that ground 

And they broke his fingers one by one so his strings no more could sound 
Jara kept on singing - songs of freedom, songs of peace 

And even when they shot him down, his message didn't cease 

Now his blood's upon the grass...his blood's upon the grass... 


So when you stand there on the terracing at Ibrox or Parkhead 

And you cheer your team that plays In green or yellow, blue or red 

Those Santiago victims were people of our kind 

Too bad our football bosses didn't change thelr bloody alnds : 
Now there's blood upon their hands...there's blood upon thelr hands... 


Aye, there's blood upon thelr hands 


This Is a football son 


reminder to all fans that, [Ike It or not, 


- a 
sport and politics are \nextricably linked. 


YOUR OAUGNTERS AND YOUR SONS 
(Tom Sends) 


They wouldn't hear your ausic and they pulled your paintings down 
They wouldn't reed your writing and they benned you from the fown 
They couldn't stop you dreaming, and e victory you heve won 

For you sowed the seeds of freedom In your daughters and your sons 


In your deughters end your sons 
In your deughters and your sons 
You sowed the seeds of freedom In your daughters and your sons 


Your weary salle, !t proudly hides the che!n marks on your hend 
And you brevely strived to reelise the rights of everyone 

And though your body's bent and low, a victory you have won 

For you sowed the seeds of justice In your daughters and your sons 


in your daughters and your sons 
in your daughters and your sons 
You sowed the seeds of justice In your daughters and your sons 


Well, I don't know your religion but one day | heard you pray 

For a world where everyone can work, and children they can play 
And though you never got your share of the frults that you have won 
You sowed the seeds of equallty In your daughters and your sons 


in your daughters and your sons 
In your daughters and your sons 
You sowed the seeds of equality In your daughters and your sons 


Well, they taunted you In Belfast and they tortured you In Spain 

And in that Warsaw ghetto where they tled you up In chains 

in Vietnam and Chile where they came with tanks and guns 

It's there you sowed the seeds of peace In your daughters and your sons 


In your daughters and your sons 
In your daughters and your sons 
It's there you sowed the seeds of peace In your daughters and your sons 


Well, you stood there with the pickets In Polmalse and Cortonywood 

The Coal Board short on sympathy, your family short on food 

After twelve long months they starved you back but the battlie's just begun 
For you sowed seeds of deflance In your daughters and your sons 


In your daughters and your sons 
In your daughters and your sons 
You sowed seeds of defiance in your daughters and your sons 


Now your music's playing and the writing's on the wal! 

And al! the dreams you painted can be seen by one and al! 

And now you've got them thinking - for the future's just begun 
You sowed the seeds of freedom in your daughters and your sons 


In your daughters and your sons 
In your daughters and your sons 
You sowed the seeds of freedom in your daughters and your sons 


—— 


Written by Tom Sands of the Irish songwriting and *{nging faaily the 
sands. Latest Information (from an acquaintance who saw them fn concert in 
ec nburgh recently) Is that Bobby Is not related to the Sands family after 
all. 


THE TOW! | LOVED SO ELL 
(PRI Coulter) 


In ay memory |! will alweys see 

The town thet | have loved so wel! 

Where our school played bel! by the gas-yerd wal! 
And we laughed through the smoke and the sael! 


Golng home In the rain, running up the dark lane 
Past the Jal! and down behind the fountain 

Those were happy days In so many many ways 

in the town | loved so wel! 


In the earfy morning the shirt factory horn 
Called women from Creggan, the Moor and the Bog 
While the men on the dole played a mother's role 
Fed the children and then trained the dog 


And when times got tough there was Just about enough 
But they saw It through without compla!ning 

For deep Inside was a burning pride 

In the town ! loved so wel! 


There was music there in the Derry air 

Like a language that we all could understand 
| remember the day that | earned my first pay 
When | played In a small pick-up band 


There | spent my youth, and to tel! you the truth 
I was sad to leave It all behind me 

For I'd learned about life and I'd found me a wife 
In the town | loved so well 


But when I've returned how my eyes have burned 
To see how a town could be brought to its knees 
By the armoured cars and the bombed out bars 
And the gas that hangs on to every breeze 


British army's installed by that old gas-yard wal! 

And the damned barbed wire gets higher and higher 

With their tanks and thelr guns, oh my God what have they done 
To the town |! loved so wej!? 


Now the music's gone but they carry on 

For thelr splrit's been brulsed, never broken 
They will not forget but thelr hearts are set 
On tomorrow and peace once again 


For what's done Is done and what's won Is won 
And what's lost Is lost and gone forever 

| can only pray for a bright brand new day 

In the town | loved so wel! 


neater en ng enn NN 


Phil Coulter, who Is best known for his Eurovision hit (If 
that's the word) ‘Puppet on a arr) ng! comes from Derry. He 
wrote this starkly descriptive song of [Ife there under British 
army occupation. Sadly, the ‘bright, brand new day’ seems as 
far off today as It ever was. 


THE SHIPYARD APPRENTICE 
(Archie Fisher) 


| was born In the shadow of a Fairfield crane 

And the blast of e@ frelghter's horn 

Twas the very first sound thet reached my ears 
On the aorning that | was born 

And | Stay and ! listened to the shipyard nolse 
Coming out of the great unknown 

And was lulled to sleep by the aother's tongue 
That was fo be my own 


Before | reached the age of one 

| heard a siren scream 

As the clty watched through the dblacked-out night 
For the wandering search!iIght beam 

And then one raorning | woke and rose 

To my first day of peace 

And | knew that the battle to stay alive 

Was never going to cease 


For I'd sit and listen to my father tel! 
Of the times that he once knew 

How you elther sweated for a measly wage 
Or you JolIned the parish queue 

And itfe grew harder day by day 

All along the riverside 

And It's oft I've heard my mother say 

It was tears that bullt the Clyde 


And i'd sit In school from nine to four 

And dream of the world outs!ide 

Where the riveters and the platers watched 

Thelr ships sall to the Clyde 

Now I'm serving my time behind Falrfleld's gates 
And oft | have mourned my lot | 

But If anyone tries to mess me about 

Then I'tl fight as my father fought 


For ! was born In the shadow of a Fairfield crane 
And the blast of a frelghter's horn 

Twas the very first sound that reached my ears 

On the msmorning that | was born... 


There are no shipyards ¢ loft hoe speak of on the 
Clyde (or Tynesi come to that), The ones which 
are left are reduced to undignified scrabbl Ing 
for the odd MOO contract tossed thelr way by a 
Government which spends more on defence than any 
other western counfry except the USA. 


SAPES COMMGLLY 
(Tred! tional) 


A greet crowd hed gethered 
Outelde of Ki lmelinhen 

Their heeds el! uncovered 
They knelt to the ground 
For Inside thet gris prison 
Lay a breve Irish soldier 
His I!fe for Nis country 
About fo lay down 


Me went to hie death 


Like e true son of Ireland 
The firing party 

He brevely did fece 

When fhe order reng out 
"Present eras end fire!" 
James Connolly fell Into 
A ready made greve 


The black flag was holsted 

The crue! deed was over 

Gone wes the man 

Who loved freland so well 

There was many a sad heart 

In Dublin that sorning 

When they murdered James Connolly 
The Irish rebel 


God's curse on you, England 

You crue!l—hearted bastards 

Your deeds they would shame 

All the devils In hel! 

There ere no flowers blooalng 
But the shamrock Is growling 
Ofer the grave of James Connolly 
The Irish rebel 


The Four Courts of Dublin 

The English bombarded 

The spirit of freedom 

They fried hard to quel! 

But above al! that din 

Rose the cry "No surrender!* 
"Twas the volce of James Connolly 
The Irish Rebel! 


James Connolly In 
Edinburgh In 1868" Pl “nish 
arents: a charismatic organiser 
the Soclalist cause who 
worked with Jim Larkin In Belfast 
and eee at the turn of the 
century rtally wounded In the 
fTghting a the aoe uring the 


Easter Blain ng we) he was 

taken In Ki imatnham 
Jall, sic apped chalr and 
then shot by ad 70, cosas. 


MLENDE 


Oh, the nighthawk files and the owl cries 
As we're driving down the roed 

Listening to the music 

On the allenight redio show 


The announcer comes on, says, “If you've got Ideas 
11! file a petent or two 

What good's an Idee that's not In the store 
Making a buck or two?* 


it's @ long way from the heartiand 
To Santiago bay Mi 
Where the good doctor Iles, with blood In his eyes 


And the bullets read US of A 


So we drive to the town, where the shutters are down 
And the all-night restaurants closed 

it's the land of the free, they've got booze and TY 
And drugs In the telephone booths 


But the stars and the trees, and the early spring breeze 
Say, “Forget what assassins have done 

Take our good sol! In the palm of your hand 

And walt for tomorrow's sun® 


it's a long way from the heartiand 

To Santlago bay 

Where the good doctor Iles, with blood In his eyes 
And the bullets read US of A 


Now the truck driver's wife spends al! of her life 
Oriving down the road 

Carrying the goods for the copper allis 

It's what makes America great 


But the dollars, like swallows, they fly to the south 
Where they know that there's something to gain 
Allende Is kifled... 

And the trucks start up rolling again 


It's a long way from the heartland 

To Santiago bay 

Where the good doctor Iles, with blood In his eyes 
And the bullets read US of A 


Now, the nighthawk files and the owl cries 

As we're driving down the road 

The bullhorn reveals al! the houses and fields 
Where the good people do what they're told 


For the poet Iles with coins In his eyes 
And there's nobody left now to eourn 

Who needs a poet who won't take commands 
Who'd rather make love than war 


it's a long way from the heartland 

To Santiago bay 

Where the good doctor Iles, with blood In his eyes 
And the bullets read US of A 


Pinochet In Chite, Batista In Cuba, Somoza In Nicaragua, 
Papa (and Baby) Doc in Halti, Marcos In the Phill pines. 
the Shah of fran - all actively suppor tad (and kept in 
power) by the American Government at one time or 
another. It Is perhaps unsurprising therefore that the 
Sandinistas remain suspicious of the USA's somewhat 
nove | view of what constitutes 'freedont and 
*democracy', 


A RATION ONCE AGAIN 
(Thomes Osborne Devis) 


When boyhood's fire wee In ay Blood 

| reed of encient freemen 

For Greece end Rome who proudly sfood 
Three hundred men end three men 


And then | thought | yet algh?t see 
Our fetters rent In tweln 

And Irefand, long e province, be 

A nation once again 


A nation once egain! 
A nation once again! 
And Ireland, long @ province, be 
A nation once again! 


And froa thet time through wildest woe 
That hope has shone a far Iight 

Nor could love's brightest summer glow 
Outshine that solemn star! ight 


It seemed to watch above my head 
Through spring, and winter's rain 
Its mlghty volce rang round my bed 
A nation once again 


A nation once again! 
A nation once again! 
And Ireland, long a province, be 
A nation once again! 


So as | grew from boy to man 

I bent to me that bidding 

My spirit of each selfish plan 
And cruel passion ridding 


For thus | hoped some day to aid 
(Nor can such hope be vain) 

When my dear country shall be made 
A nation once again 


A nation once again! 
A nation once again! 
And Iretand, long a province, be 
A nation once again! 


"No man has the right to fix the 
boundary to the march of a nation. No 
man has the right to say to his 
country, thus far shalt thou go and no 
further. We have never attempted fo 
fix the 'ne plus ultra’ to the 
progress of Ireland's nationhood and 
e neve shall." Thus reads the 
nscription on Charles Parnell'’s 
statue In O'Connell Street. 


THE GLD CHANOING WAY 
(Richerd Thoapson) 


i'm Derdy the tinker, end ay brother Is Tam 
And we go where the work Is, end we work wherever ve can 


With the mending end fixing, It's together we'll stay 
intending our fortunes fo try on the old changing vay 


And we come to your cities, and we cell on your wives 
We'll fix up your kettles, good alssus, we'll sherpen your knives 


And we elweys agree, It's together we'll stay 
Intending our fortunes to try on the old changing way 


But the times they grew scanty, end the money grew thin 
And we worked for a song, but the money, It didn't come In 


Now brothers are kindred, but the hard times betray 
And so we stumbled apart on the old changing way 


And we never agreed to divide up our tin 
But when you're out of luck with your brothers, the hard times begin 


Oh, the spikes and the brothels, they're so shameful to see 
But don't you travel alone, now boys, this warning you must take by me 


You must share with your nearest, till the end of your days 


‘Or else It's forever you'!! roam the old changing ways 


+ the tinkers and a way of life almost lost was written 
hs et aort 7 r player Richard Thompson. It Is also a broader 
arable about the need For workers to unite Instead of fighting among 


hemselves when the hard times come. . 


THERE 1S POWER IN A UNION 
(Billy Bragg) 


_There {8s power In a factory, power In the land 

Power In the hand of the worker 

But It all amounts to nothing If together we don't stand 
There !s power In a Unton 


The lessons of the past were all learned with workers! blood 
The alstakes of the bosses we must pay for 

From the cities and the farmlands to trenches full of blood 
War has always been the bosses! way, sir 


The Union for ever, defending our rights 

Down with the blackleg, af! workers unlte 

With our brothers and our sisters from many far-off lands 
There {s power In a Unton 


Now, | long for the morning that they realise 
Brutality and unjust laws cannot defeat us 

But who'!l! defend the workers 

Who cannot organise 

When the bosses send their lackeys out to cheat us? 


Money speaks for money, the devi! for his own 

Who comes to speak for the skin and the bone? 
What a comfort to the widow, a IIght to the child 
There Is power In a Unton 


The Union for ever, defending our rights 

Down with the blackleg, all workers unlte 

With our brothers and our sisters together we wil! stand 
There Is power In a Union 


Billy Bragg must be one of the few genuinely committed 
Soclallst singers to taste chart success - hls A oad faa the 
Wars', an outright condemnation of Thatcher's Britain, 
brought him from cult status to national prominence In igree 
Success doesn't seem to have romised his polit cs 
however ~- this song Is taken from his third album "Talking 
Poetry to the Taxman', which Is well worth a Ilsten. 


WAT YOU 0O WITH WAT YOU'VE GOT 
(Roy Belley) 


You gust know someone Iike hia 
Me wes tell and strong end lean 
Body I!ke a greyhound 
Mind so sherp end keen 


His heart Just Iitke e@ feurel 

Trve twisted on Itself 

TIT elmost everything he did 
Brought pein fo someone else 


Well, It's not Just whet you're born with 
it’s whet you choose fo bear 

It*s not how large your share Is 

But how much you cen shere 


it*s not the fights you drean of 
But the ones you really fought 

it's not Just what you're given 

But what you do with what you've got 


What's the use of two strong legs 
If you only run away 

And what good Is the finest voice 
If you've nothing good to say 


What good are strength and muscle 
If you only push and shove 

And what's the use of two good ears 
If you can't hear those you love 


Well, it's not Just what you're born with 
it's what you choose to bear 

it*s not how large your share Is 

But how much you can share 


it*s not the fights you dream of 
But the ones you really fought 

It's not just what you're given 

But what you do with what you've got 


Between those who use their nelghbours 
And those who use a cane 

Between those In constant power 

And those In constant pain 


Between those who run to ev!! 

And those who cannot run 

Tell me, which ones are the cripples 
And which ones touch the sun? 


Well, It's not just what you're born with 
it*s what you choose to bear 

it*s not how large your share js 

But how much you can share 


It's not the fights you dream of 
But the ones you really fought 

It*s not just what you're given 

But what you do with «hat you've got 


A Roy Balley song about the disabled, 


TME GOLD TRIAMGLE 
(Brendan Behen) 


There's a hungry feelin? 
All around me steal ln! 
And the mice ere squeal int 
In me prison cell 


Ah, but the old triangle 
Goes Jingle Jengle 
All along the banks of the 


And tn the aornin! 
The screw was bawi in! 
Get up, ye bousy 

And clean up yer cell 


Ah, but the old triangle 
Goes Jingle Jangle 
All atong the banks of the 


A fine spring evenin' 
The lags Ile dreamin! 
Seagulis are wheelin! 
High above the wal! 


Ah, but the old triangle 
Goes Jingle jangle 
All along the banks of the 


The lags were sleepin’ 
Humphy Gussle was creeptn! 
As | lay there weepin! 
For my gal Sa! 


Ah, but the old triangle 
Goes Jingle Jangle 
All along the banks of the 


In the female prison 


Roya! 


Roya! 


Roya! 


Roya! 


There are seventy young women 


And It's there with them 
That I'd like to dwel! 


Ah, but the old triangle 
Goes Jingle jangle 
All along the banks of the 


For the love of Jesus 
Increase me wages 
From thirty shillings 
Up to one pound ten 


Ah, but the old triangle 
Goes jingle Jangle 


Roya | 


All along the banks of the Royal 


All along the banks of the Roya! 


Canal 


Cana! 


Canal 


Canal 


Canal 


LL AEE aS SS era a S-DSRS 


This was written b 
— opening of his 
8 


Brendan Behan for 


ay ‘The are 
llow', and sung by hinself ingvend 


of a curtain-up speech, 


OEPORTEE 
(Woody Guthrie) 


The crops ere ef! in, they need ue no longer 
The orenges ere etecked In thelr creosote bins 
They're driving us beck fo the Mexicen border 
It tekes ef! our money to go beck again 


Ferevell to ay friends, goodbye Rose! ite 

Adios, als amigos, Jesus y Merle 

You won't have @ name when you ride the big eeroplane 
All they will cell you will be deportes 


My fether's own father did wade through the Rio 

You took all the money he made In his Iife 

My sisters and brothers, they worked In your frult flelds 
They rode on your trucks tll! they Iald down end dled 


Farewell to my friends, goodbye Rosa! ite 

Adios, mis amigos, Jesus y Merle 

You won't have @ name when you ride the big aeroplane 
All they will call you will be deportee 


Some of us are Illegal! and all are not wanted 

Our work contract's out, and we aust move on 

The six hundred alles to the Mexican border 

They drive us IIke outlaws, Ifke rustiers, IIke thleves 


Farewell to my friends, goodbye Rosal lita 

Adios, mis amigos, Jesus y Maria 

You won't have a name when you ride the big aeroplane 
All they will call you will! be deportee 


Our spy-plane caught fire over the Las Guavos canyon 
Like a fireball, It fell to the ground 

Who are those friends, lying there !ike dry leaves 
The radio sald they were Just deportees 


Farewell to my friends, goodbye Rosalita 

Adios, mis amigos, Jesus y Maria 

You won't have a name when you ride the blg seroplane 
All they will call you willl be deportee 


We died in your hills and we dled In your valleys 
We died on your mountains and dled In your planes 
We died 'neath you trees and we died ‘neath your bushes 
Both sides of your border, we died just the same 


Farewell to my friends, goodbye Rosalita 

Adios, mis amigos, Jesus y Marta 

You won't have a name when you ride the big aeroplane 
All they will call you willl be deportee 


Is this the best way to till your good orchards 

Is this the best way you can grow your good frult? 
We Iie In your ground and we rot 'neath your topsol! 
And never know a name except deportee 


Farewell to my friends, goodbye Rosallta 

Adios, mls amigos, Jesus y Maria 

You won't have a name when you ride the big aeroplane 
All they will call you will be deportee 


nooey Guthrie wrote this song to draw attention to the 
plight of the Mexican imei qreots. many of them [lIlegal, 
used as cheap labour or the Californian frult farms. 
Nearly forty years later, they're still wading the Rilo 
and looking for the American dream they!!! never find. 


VORLD TURMED UPSIDE DOWN 
(Leon Rosselson) 


In sixteen forty-nine 

To St George's HII! 

A ragged band they called the Diggers 
Came to show the people's wil! 

They defled the landlords 

They defled the lews 

They were the dispossessed 
Reclaiming whet was theirs 


"We come In peace® they sald 

*®"To dig and sow 

We come to work the land In common 
And to make the waste land grow 
This earth divided 

We will meke whole 

So It can be 

A common treasury for al! 


The sin of property 

We do disdain 

No one has any right to buy and sell 
The earth for private gain 

By theft and aurder 

They took the land 

Now everywhere the walls 

Rise up at thelr command 


They make the laws 

To chain us well 

The clergy dazzle us with heaven 

Or they damn us Into hel! 

We wil! not worship 

The god they serve 

The god of greed who feeds the rich 
While poor men starve 


We work, we eat together 

We need no swords 

We will not bow to masters 

Or pay rent to the lords 

We are free men 

Though we are poor’ 

You Diggers all stand up for glory 
Stand up now 


From the men of property 

The orders came 

They sent the hired men and troopers 
To wipe out the Diggers clala 

Tear down thelr cottages 

Destroy thelr corn 

They were dispersed - 

Only the vision lingers on 


*You poor take courage 

You rich take care 

The earth was made a common treasury 
For everyone to share 

All things in common 

All people one 

We come In peace - * 

The order came to cut them down 


Dick Gaughan - "The fatal mistake of 
the DO] aor? was the assumption that 
the ruling class would behave IIke 
reasonable, moral human beings In 
response to logical argument® 


SONG OF FREEDOM 


Come end sing e simple song of freedoa 

Sting It Ilke you've never sung before 

Let it fill the afr; tell the people everywhere 
Thet we, the people here, don't? vent no wer 


Hey, Mr Bleck Men, cen you heer ae? 

1 don't went your dlemonds or your geas 

! Just want to be someone known fo you es se 
And ! will bet ay Iife you went the seme 


Come and sing ae siaple song of freedom 

Sing It IIke you've never sung before 

Let It fill the afr; tell the people everywhere 
Thet we, the people here, don't? want no war 


Seven hundred alliton are you IIstening? 

Most of what you read Js made of Iles 

But speaking one to one, ain't It everybody's sun 
To wake up In the aorning when we rise 


Come and sing a simple song of freedom 

Sing It Ilke you've never sung before 

Let It fill the afr; tell the people everywhere 
That we, the people here, don't want no war 


Brother Yevtoshenko, can you hear me 

If so, won't you drop a friend a IJne? 

And tel! ae if the man who Is ploughing up your land 
Has he got the war machine upon his aind? 


Come and sing a simple song of freedom 

Sing It Ilke you've never sung before 

Let It fli! the alr; tell the people everywhere 
That we, the people here, don't want no war 


Now some folks they I!ke war and doing battle 

Like Presidents, Prime Ministers and kings 

So let us build them shelves where they can fight among themselves 
And let the people be who want to sing 


Come and sing a simple song of freedom 

Sing It IIke you've never sung before 

Let it fill the alr; tell the people everywhere 
That we, the people here, don't want no war 


Come and sing a simple song of freedoa 

Sing It ITke you've never sung before 

Let It fill the air; tell the peopie everywhere 
That we, the people here, don't want no war 


None of us Is very sure who wrote this: the late Joe Hand, who 
sang It (and taught it to se) st the first real Scottish Ho 
night In the Stretton In 1981, used to attribute it to the 
American singer Bobby Darin. Anyway, it's a beautiful singable 
little peace song, so gle It mince. Thanks, Joe. 
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THE WICKLOW BOY 
(Christy Moore) 


As | welked pest Portieoghelse prison 
"i'm Innocent®, « volce was heard fo say 
"My frame-up hes almost been coapleted 
My people, they all look the other way" 


Seven years ago his torture started 

A forced confession he was made to sign 

Young Irishmen specially trained and chosen 

Were on the heavy geng that made him run the iine 


Others In the Bridewe!! heard him screaming 
Even prison doctors could see 

His InjJurfes were not self-inflicted 

Those who tipped the scales did not agree 


Give the Wicklow boy his freedom 

We must give him back his Ifberty 

Or are we going to leave him In chains 
While those who framed him up hold the key? 


Deprived of human rights by his own people 
Sickened by Injustice, he jumped bal! 

in the Appalachian mountalns found a welcome 
THI! his comaccused were both released from jai! 


He came back home expecting he'd get Justice 
But Special Branch men took him from the plane 
For six years we deprived him of his freedom 
The guilty jeer the Innocent again 


Give the Wicklow boy his freedom 

We must give him back his Iiberty 

Or are we going to leave him In chalns 
While those who framed him up hold the key? 


"The People versus Kelly" was the title 
Of the farce we staged at his appeal! 
Puppets in well-rehearsed collusion 

| often wonder how those men aust feel 


As | walked past Portiaoghalse prison 
Through concrete and stee! a whisper came 
"My frame—up Is almost completed 

1'm Innocent, Nicky Kelly Is my name" 


Glve the Wicklow boy his freedom 

We must give him back his IIberty 

Or are we going to leave him In chains 
While those who framed him up hold the key? 


Nicky Kelly was one of more than 40 members of 
the Irish Republican Soclallst Party who were 
arrested in a police rald following a train 
robbery In the Irish Nepuoi tc This Christy Moore 
song tells how Kelly, along with two friends, was 
convicted on the strength of a forced confession. 
He then spent six years In Jall - despite the 
fact that hls co-accused were both released when 


the IRA clalaed responsibi!iity for the robbery. © 


At least Kelly did get out eventually, although 
he's still trying to clear his name. 


PARCEL OF ROGUES 


Ferewee!l tee a’ cor Scottish fene 
Ferewee! oor encient glory 

Ferewee! e'en tee the Scottish nene 
Sae femed In martial story 


Noo Serk runs o'er the Solway sends 

And Tweed runs tee the oceen 

Tae mark where England's province stands 
Such e@ parcel of rogues tn ea netion 


Whet force or guile could not subdue 
Through mony warlike ages 

Is wrought now by @ coward few 

For hireling traltor's wages 


The Engilsh steel we could disdain 
Secure In valour's station 

But Engilsh gold has been oor bane 
Such e parce! of rogues In a nation 


Oh, would or had | seen the day 
That treason thus could fell us 

My auld grey hefd had faltn [tn clay 
Wi* Bruce and foyal Wallace 


But pith and power ttl! my last hour 
1' 11 mak’ this declaration 

We're bought and sold for EnglIsh gold 
Such a parce! of rogues In a nation 


teeter oe ti nn a 


fanatics and Incompetents who make up 
the present MinIistertal team In 
Scotiand, This {fs not an anti Eng! [sh 
aoa? vou don't have to be a Nationalist 


THE POUND A WEEK RISE 
(Ed Pickford) 


Come el! of you colllters who work down the alnes 

From Scotland to South Wales, from Teesdale fo Tyne 
And I*1! slng you the song of the pound a week rise 
And the men who were fooled by the Government's lies 


And tt's down you go, down below, Jack 
Where you never see the skies 

And you're working In a dungeon 

For a pound a week rise 


In nineteen and sixty, a few years ago 

The mlneworkers! leaders to Lord Robens did go 

Saying, *We work very hard, every day we risk our IIves 
And we ask you here and now for a pound a week rise" 


And tt's down you go, down below, Jack 
Where you never see the skies 

And you're working In a dungeon 

For a pound a week rise 


Well, up spoke Lord Robens and he made this decree 
When the output rises, with you | will agree 

To ralse up your wages and to give you fair pay 
For | was once a miner and worked hard In my day 


And It's down you go, down below, Jack 
Where you never see the skies 

And you're working In a dungeon 

For a pound a week rise 


So the miners they went home and they worked hard and well 
And thelr tungs filled up with coal dust In the bosom of hell 
The output rose by fifteen, elghteen per cent and more 

And when two years had passed and gone, if rose above a score 


And It*s down you go, down below, Jack 

Where you never see the skies 
And you're working In a dungeon 

For a pound a week rise 


Well, the mineworkers leaders went to claim their hard won prize 
And they asked Lord Robens for thelr pound a week rise 

But Robens wouldn't give a pound, he wouldn't give ten bob 

He gave seven and six and said, "Fuck off back tae yer job" 


And It's down you go, down below, Jack 
Where you never see the skies 

And you're working In a dungeon 

For a pound a week rise 


Some come all you colllers and take heed of what | say 

And don't belleve Lord Robens when he says he'll give fair pay 
He'l! tefl you to work hard and to make the output rise 

But you'!t! get ple In the sky Instead of a pound a week rise 


And it's down you go, down below, Jack 
Where you never see the skies 

And you're working In a dungeon 

For a pound a week rise 


nr eee eee eee enim 


It was a fight for falr pay In the ai xr les when this song was 
written. In the eight las It was a fight for fobs. and 
communities. But for fhe alners, It has always been a fight. As 
pits continue to close and the miners’ numbers diminish, the 


ght GOCS Wace 


Stand up and fight end fight 
We have e score fo settie 
Stand up and fight end fight 
We heave e war fo wage 


For Keri Lelbknecht 

We have e score to settie 
For Rose Luxemburg 

This will be our pledge 


For Karl Lelbknecht 

We heave a score to sefttie 
For Rose Luxemburg 

This will be our pledge 


We're not afraid, not us 
Though we are bound for battle 
We're not afraid, not us 

For correct Is on our side 


For Karl Lelbknecht 

We have a score to settie 
For Rosa Luxemburg 

This will be our pledge 


For Karl Lelbknecht 

We have a score to settie 
For Rosa Luxemburg 

This will be our pledge 


Stand up and fight and fight 
We have a score to settle 
Stand up and fight and fight 
We have a war to wage 


For Karl Lelbknecht 

We have a score to settie 
For Rosa Luxemburg 

This will be our pledge 


For Kar! Lelbknecht 

We have a score to settie 
For Rosa Luxemburg 

This will be our pledge 


Rosa Luxemburg and Kar | 

Letbknecht were Socialists In 

Germany in the early part of 

the century They were 

nursecee by right wing troops 
n ° 


TWE OLD faults Sone 
(lan Caapdel i) 


At the turning of the century, | wes a fed of five 

My fether went off to fight the Boer, end never ceme beck al lve 

My me wes left fo bring us up, no charity she'd seek ) 

She rubbed end scrubbed and washed the floors, for seven end six e veek 


| left the school et twelve yeers old, end went to find e job 

With growing kids my me was glad of the extre couple of bob 

| know that longer schooling would heve seen me In good steed 

But you can't afford refinement when you're struggling for your breed 


And when the Greet Wer came along, | didn't hes! tate 

| took the roya! shilling and went off to do ay bit 

| fought In mud and tears and blood three years or thereabout 
Then caught some ges In Flanders and got Invellded out 


Then In twenty-s!x the General Strike found me out on the street 
Though I'd a wife and kids by then, and thelr needs | had to meet 
But a brend new world was coming with the brotherhood of man 

When the struggle It was over, we were back where we began 


| wandered through the thirties, out of work now and again 

| saw the BlackshIrts marching, and the things they did In Spain 
| brought sy kids up decent and | taught them wrong from right 
But Hitler was the man who came and taught them how to fight 


My daughter was a landgir!, she got married to a Yank 

My eldest son recelved a gong for stopping Rommel's tanks 
He caught some shrapnel! In the side and convalesced tn Rome 
Got married to an Eyetie nurse, didn't bother to come home 


My daughter writes me once a month, a cheery IIttle note 

About the colour telly and the other things she's got 

She's got a boy, a Itkely lad, he's nearly twenty-one 

She tells me that he's been called up to fight In Vietnam = 


i'm Ilving on a pension now, It doesn't go too far 

For a life that always seems to be IIke one long bloody war 

When 1 think of how it might have been, [{t makes you want to cry 

| don't know how to change things, but by Christ we'll have to try 


Ta a SSeS SS tt et sta cil SSAA 


There are alternative versions of this song around at the moment, but 
the sentiments of this, the original, are as fresh today as they were 
when the song was written many years ago by lan Campbell, elder 
statesperson of the Scottish folk scene (one of the few folkies who 
still wears an Aran Jersey and gets away with It). 


GALTEE MOUNTAIN BOY 
(Traditional ) 


| Joined the flying column In nineteen and sixteen 
In Cork with Sean Moylan, Tipperary with Den Breen 
i'm arrested by Free Staters and sentenced for to dle 
Farewell! to Tipperary, sald the Galtee mountain boy 


We went across the valleys and over the hit tops green 

Where we met with Dinny Lacey, Sean Hogan and Dan Breen 

Sean Moylan and his gallant mon, they kept the flag flying high 
Farewell to Tipperary, sald the Galtee mountain boy 


We trekked the Wicklow mountains, we were rebels on the run 
Though hunted night and morning, we were outlaws but free men 
We roamed the Dub! In mountains as the sun was shining high 
Farewell to Tipperary, sald the Galtee mountain boy 


Oh, II! bid farewell! to old Clonmel | never more wil! see 

And to the Galtee mountains that of¢+ times sheltered me 

The men who fought for thelr liberty, who dled without a sigh 
May thelr cause be neter forgotten, sald the Galtee mountaln boy 


aM yeer someone corners me 

ng and moans about the oun 
here's another ae Us tae g 
pal, as my mother wou! say! 


In gone bar at three In the 
r Irish pongs In thls book, 
© ye somethin’ tae moan aboot, 


ices MATILDA 


When | wes e@ young oar ane carried @ peck 
Ife of @ rover : 
roa the mareey reen besin to the dusty outbeck 
+ ualizes my Met 9 ell over 
en in nineteen Teor the country seld, *Son 
ry, time to stop cpa Ing 's work to be done* 
ey geve me a tin het ind hey gave @e @ gun 
And they sent me away to the war 


And the SANTA ot ch ld Matilda 


As _ the sh ed away rom the quay 

Antdst el! ye seers ay waving and cheers 

We salied off to Ge {pol 

it's well | remasber that terrible de 

When our blood stained the sand and the water 
And how In that nel Sher they called Suvia Bay 
We were butchered Iike lambs to the siaughter 


Johnny Turk, i ready, he'd primed himse{f vel! 


He ringed us with bullets, then he blasted with shel! 
In ten afnutes flat he'd blown us 17 hell 
Nearly blew us back home to Austraila 


But the band pi syed Waltzing et ae 
As we stole out to bury our sifain 

Well, we burfed ours and the Turks burled theirs 
Then It started all over again 


Well, those that were left, we tried to survive 
in a mad world of blood, death and fire 

And for five weary weeks | kept myself allve 

As around us the corpses pi ied higher 

Then a great Turkish shel] knocked me arse over head 
And when ! awoke In my hospital bed 

| saw what [it had done and | wished | was dead 
Never knew there were worse things than dying 


For 1"? go no more waltzing Matilda 

All around the green fleids far and near 
To hump tent an peg aman needs both legs 
No more waltzing {ida for me 


They collected the cr lppreds the wounded 
7 they shipped us back home to Austra! 


the lame 


And the band played Waltzing Matilda 

As they carried us down the gangway 

Well, nobody cheered, they Just stood there and stared 
Then they turned all their faces away 


And now every Apri! | sit on my porch 
he parade pass before me 

And | see my old comrades, how proudly they march 

Renewing thelr dreams and past bes 

And the old men march slow Y all bent stiff and sore 

Those tired old men from a tired old var 

And the young people ask, what are they marching for? 

I"ve asked myself the same question 


But the band played Walaa ing Oat! igs 
And the old men still answer the cal! 

But with each passing year, more old men disappear 
Some day no-one wil! march there at al! 


Waltzing Matilda my I tz ing Matiida 
Who'll come a—waltz ng me iida with me 
And thelr ghosts may heard 
As they march by the bli fabong 
Who'i| come a-waltzing Matilda with me? 


War | and as an expression of outrage at the needless 
butchery of a generation. Winston Churchi! who 
masteralnded that's the wor the Gallipol! 


asseult. is remembered with scant affection In the 
Anti podes. 


bs} 


PRISONER $42 
(Meckintosh/Andree) 


Melf @ thousand = hel? e hundred 
Six times two, pick up your pen 
Child, my child, count It up now 
That's the number thet | neme 


it's a number = Just e number — 
Count It up, child, white you cen 
Understand It, and remeaber 

it's the number they gave @ man 


It's @ number = Just a number 
One of hundreds, a sign of shame 
Each man's jacket hed ea number 
Men had numbers, none hed names 


Hitler's system took thelr freedom 
Took them prisoner one by one 

For the courage of thelr convictions 
They were tortured, gassed and burned 


They took Communist, they took pacifist 
They took Social Democrat 

Jew and Christian, afl were prisoner 

In the concentration camps 


To the camp of Esterwegen 

Listen, child, and understand 

They took Carl von Ossletsky 

And broke his body but not his alnd 


In Berlin upon the fourth of May 
Nineteen hundred and thirty-elght 
The Gestapo with Its treatment 
Signed his death certificate 


Five six two, his prison number 
Listen, child, | beg you please 
Keep In mind, always remember 

He got the Nobel Prize for peace 


In the struggle against Injustice 
He fought hard and he fought long 
Child, remeaber Ossletsky 

Peace won't come by words alone 


Carl Von Ossietsky won the Nobel Prize 

tie Aeris sanding hin fo the comer te 
endin m to the ° 

died there In 1938, oe 


¢% 
g et Stee 
e Og 


“SMA | 
. a 2m tr’s : ? 
eantrhe~ cal is : 
EA Le SC. 
Q “KA « ae | LY ~ i 


vt" 
Seat e e! 7 


“ee Gey ot 


THOUSANDS ARE SAILING 
(Phillip Chevron) 


The Ietfend It Is silent now 

But fhe ghosts stil! heunt the weves 
And the torch IIights up e femlshed man 
Who fortune could not save 

Did you work upon the ral lroeds 

Old you rid the streets of crime 

Were your dollars from the White House 
Were they from the five and dime 


Did the old songs taunt or cheer you 
And did they stil! make you cry 

Did you count the aonths and years 
Or did your teardrops quickly dry 
"Ah, no", says he, “T'was not to be 
On a coffin ship | came here 

And | never even got so far 

That they could change my name" 


Thousands are salling 

Across the western ocean 

To a tand of opportunity 

That some of them will never see 
Fortune prevalling 

Across the western ocean 

ThelIr beliles full, thelr spirits free 
They'{! break the chains of poverty 
And they!!! dance... 


In Manhattan's desert twilight 

In the death of afternoon 

We stepped hand in hand on Broadway 
Like the first men on the moon 

And "The Blackbird" broke the silence 
As you whistled It so sweet 

And In Brendan Behasan's footsteps 

1 danced up and down the street 


Then we sald goodnight to Broadway 
Giving It our best regards 

Tipped our hats to Mister Cohen 

Dear old Times Square's favourlte bard 
Then we raised a glass to JFK 

And a dozen more besides 

When | got back fo ay empty room 

| suppose | must have cried 


Thousands are salling 

Again across the ocean 

Where the hand of opportunity 

Draws tickets In a lottery 

Postcards we're malling 

Of skylight skies and oceans 

From rooms the daylight never sees 

And lights don't glow on Christmas trees 


And we dance to the music, and we dance... 


Thousands are salling 

Across the western ocean 

Where the hand of opportun!ty 

Draws tickets In a lottery 

Where e're we go, we celebrate 

The land that makes us refugees 

From fear of priests with empty plates 
From gullt and weeping effigies 


And we dance to the music and we dance... 


A new song by a new(Ish) band - the Pogues. 


GOTH SIDES ThE TWEED 
(Dick Geughen) 


Whet's the spring, breathing Jasmine and rose 
Whet's the summer with ef! Pes gey traltn 

Or the splendour of eutuan to those 

Who've bertered thelr freedoa for gain 


Let the love of our land's secred rights 
To the love of our people succeed 

Let friendship end honour unite 

And flourish on both sides the Tweed 


No sveetness the senses cen cheer 
Which corruption end bribery bind | 
No brightness thet gloom can efer clear 
For honour's the sum of the alnd 


Let the fove of our land's sacred rights 
To the love of our people succeed 

Let friendship and honour unite 

And flourish on both sides the Tweed 


Let virtue distinguish the brave 
Place riches In lowest degree 

Think them poorest who can be a slave 
Them richest who dare to be free 


Let the love of our land's sacred rights 
To the love of our people succeed 

Left friendship and honour unite 

And flourlsh on both sides the Tweed 


LL CET Aa LE tS trond tansy 


Dick Gaughan changed the words of thi 
to reflect his oun firaly International ts? 
views. Quite correct too - pride In one's 
a ane oer ions Is - very different 
Net lenei hon. crude xenophobia of Scottish 


FAREWELL TO 'COTIA 
(Jock Purdon) 


You brave bold men of 'Cotla 
The time Is drawing near 


You'll! have to change your language, lads 


You'll?! have to change your beer 
_ But leave your picks behind you 

You'll not need them agaln 

And off you go to Nottingham 

Jofn Robens' merry men 


You brave bold lads of 'Cotla 
The time Is drawing thus 


You'!! have to change your banner, lads 


And join the exodus 

But leave your cares behind you 
Your future has been planned 
And off you go to Nottingham 
To Robens! promised land 


You brave bold men of 'Cotla 
To you | bid farewel! 

And somebody wlll some day 

The 'Cotia story tell 

But feave your cares behind you 
The death-knel! has been tolled 
'Cotlia was the colllery 

Her men were true and bold 


La A A ESS SS ann De ae Pec 


Jock Purdon, himself a Scottish amlner, 
wrote these words to an old Scots tune 
‘Tramps and Hawkers', The pit Is Harraton 
In the North East of England, known as 
Nova Scotia ('Cotla for short) because of 
Scots alners who had migrated 
there. reminder that pit closures are 


the man 
nothing new. 


